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PREFACE TO SECOND EDITION. 



•:o:- 



YoBEsmBB is a big connty, and has many distinct 
dialects. The Broad Yorkshire of these pages 
might more fitly be called the Dialect of Cleveland. 
The Sketches and Songs have been culled from 
many sources, ancient and modern^ and tend to 
illustrate a mode of speech and quaint manners 
that are rapidly passing away. The collection has 
been made in the leisure hours of a busy life, 
and is published with the hope that it may supplant 
a lower kind of literature of the same species 
The Editor makes no pretence that the whole of the. 
poems are excellent poetry ; or that the prose is all 
that could be desired £rom a literary point of view ; 
nevertheless, he thinks that some of the pieces given, 
especially those from the writings of Mrs. Tweddell, 
will bear a favourable comparison with the best local 
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poetry of such writers as Waugh, Brierley, and 
Ecdes. The compilation having been favourably 
received by the public, a larger collection is now 
attempted. 

The confession may be frankly made that the 
^< Awd Ahzio *' of Castillo is inserted for the simple 
reason that the author is a great favourite with the 
dales people, who refer to his achievements as a 
poet with great pride, and not because the Editor 
himself attaches any great importance to his literary 
achievements. The <' laird of the dales," as he is 
popularly called, was npt a great poet in any sense, 
and his ryhmes are marred by a subjective theology 
of the most morbid and ignorant caste. The differ- 
ence between writers like Castillo and Mrs Tweddell 
is the difference between a lazaretto and a breezy 
moorland common. In the poems of the one you con- 
front fresh healthy nature ; in the ryhmes of the other 
you have for the most part a diseased religionism, 
And a lack of natural fancy, which mark a mind 
barren of faculty, under the influence of the grosser 
delusions of a morose creed, and unadorned by 
power of thought or vivacity of manner. 



Preface. t 

Some writers objeot to all poetry cast in 
the mould of a purely local dialect. For their 
benefit we may quote the following anecdote. Mr. 
John Clarke in pleading one day before the House 
of Lords happened to say in his broadest Scotch 
accent, <* In plain English ma Lords," upon which 
Lord Eldon jocosely remarked, << In plain Scotch 
you mean, Mr. Clarke." The prompt advocate 
instantly rejoined, *< Na matter ! in plain common 
sense, my Lord, and that's the same in a* languages, 
ye'U kcD." 

Royal ExcJuimge^ 

Middlesbrotighf 1885 



Opinions of the Press. 



Any idea that may suggest itself that the 
phraseology employed is bx fetched, will be 
{[issipated by the reader referring to the extract 

entitled <' A Dale Farmer before 

the Magistrates.*' We consider the insertion of 
this court scene a happy bit, as a witness for the 
truth of the diction employed in the other sketches. 
— Weekly Hxchange^ June 7th, 1877. 

The Editor states that the pieces given are from 
' the writings of Oastillo, Mrs. G. M. Tweddell, Beed, 
Lewis and others, and there are also several original 
contributions of his own. On the whole they are 
good. Several of the pieces contain a good vein of 
humour. — The Middlesbrough News, June 28rd, 1877. 




POEMS AND SKETCHES. 



JOHN JACKSON'S COUNSEL. 

Nut far fra the banks o' the Leven there stands 
A toon they call Yntton, far-famed on all hands. 
Nut for great deeds or high deeds, or men o* renown. 
But for rognes is it nooated — ^this bonny awd toon.* 

John Jackson i' Yntton was bred and was bom, 
Lang years afore iwer the spinning was known ; 
When the chetoh and its steeple at t' bottom o' 

t* hill, 
Weren't annoyed hi the wirling a wheels niver still. 

Now John had a famly ; all lads d'ye know ; 
When at t' chetch i' the big pew they sat in a row ; 
All the neighbours wad stare, and in envy wad say, 
" John Jackson is proud of his lads anyway." 

* The old couplet says — 

*' Hutton Eudby, Enterpen, 

Far more rogues than honest men." 
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An* John he wm proud, and was bothered likewaahse^ 
Wat ti deah wiv is lads when they gat a good saahse ; 
Seaah at last he ditarmined ti send 'em away, 
Ti towns that were distant ti mak ther awn way. 

John had alias been careful ti train *em np strite. 
An' ti mak' 'em distinguish the wrang fra the right ; 
But when each lad left yam he a counsel did give, 
<* Which," said he, *< Ah sail hod te«^h as lang as Ah 
live. 

"Mah lad," said the sage, <' be thou careful wi 

wods; 
Niwer tell thy awn brother all t' things thy heead 

hods; 
For strangers yanoe sure that they know all thy 

sense, 
Will pooh-pooh thy notions wi' little pretence. 

<* Be warse, but be true ; thou's as strite as an esh 
r thy boddy, mah lad, be thi conduct nea mesh 
Of devices aU creak'd, that neah sage could mak' 

dear. 
But as breet as the sunshine that glints in the air. 

'< Ti thy friends be thou true ; alius work for ther 

weal; 
Try ti think as they think, an' ti feel as they feel ; 
Niwer doubt ther good hearts tho' at tarms they 

may stray, 
r paths thou can't follow, i' ways nut thah way. 

« Work hard. It's a lee that mak's labour a coss, 
Man giwen ti laziness sure wad be woss 
Bi a thousand tarms ower, then aming his breead 
r tasks that bring joy beeath ti' hand and ti heead." 
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Such was the warze counsel that John Jackson 

geeave, 
When after lang years he was laid in his greeave 
His lads grew ti' manhood, an* sum unto fame, 
They all held in honour their deead feyther*s name. 

W. H. BUBNBTT. 



DARBY AND JOAN, AND THEIR DAUGHTER 
NELL.— A DIALOGUE. 

In a village in Yorkshire a farmer did dwell, 
Whose wife was called Joan, and their daughter 

called Nell ; 
She was mother's pet, and so, d'ye see, 
At sixteen years old wished a lady to he, 
But her dancing and dressing sore grieved the old 

man, 
Who to vent his complaint to Joan thus began : — 

Darbt. — Joan, Ah noo hev thought sea much 
aboot it, 
Ah seerly niwer mair shall doot it, 
At moom an' neeght, an' neeght an' moom, 
Ah sumtimes wish Ah'd ne'er been boom. 

Joan. — ^Whah, Darby, prithee let me see. 
Ah whoap its nowt 'at's bad i' me, 

Dabbt. — Thee, Joan 1 neea, marry, neea sike 
thing, 
Think bad o' thee ! 't wad be a sin, 
Ah think indeed Ah was a feeal, 
Ti send oor Nell ti t' Boordin' Skeeal ; 
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Bike manky feeals as them, Ah think, 
Hae £ill*d her head wi prard and stink ; 
For, sin' she went, she's grown seea fine, 
She can't dea noo without her wine 
When t' dinner's owered ; and she's seea nice. 
She weeant eat padding meead o' rice ; 
Thof when at skeeal, an pat ti t' pinch, 
Fra sike good stuff she'd niwer flinch ; 
An' all her nooations are seea rais'd 
It's fit ti drary her feyther craiz'd ; 
Nut 'at Ah care aboot t' fond lass, 
Nae mair than this — ^it taks mi brass ; 
An' wi' her fine lang labb'ring tail. 
She'll git her feyther intit t' jail. 

Joan. — ^Whah, Darby, bad thoo knaws there si 
Squire, 
An' he mayhap will Nell admire ; 
An' efther all their noise an' strife, 
Thoo knaws t' young Squire wants a wife. 
Then let's be seer ti mak her smart. 
An' teach her hoo ti play her part. 
Ti draw him on she seean will leean, 
An' then, thoo knaws, that work is deean. 
Hooseer, Ah'll try and deea mi best. 
An' leeave't ti thee ti manish t' rest. 

Dabbt. — Bud then suppose our plot sud fail. 
An' me for debt be sent ti jail. 
Poor Nell wad niwer be a wife. 
Ad' hey ti labour all her life. 
For ef ter bein seea browght up 
How can she iyyer bide ti stoop 
Te gang ti sarvice, or ti spin. 
Or iyyer ti deea onything ? 

Joan. — ^Whah, Darby, leeye it al ti me 
Ah'U manish 't weel, and that thoo'U see 
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And so she did, as fame reports, 
For the squire being fond of rural sports, 
Did sometimes to the farm repair, 
After a chase of fox or hare. 
And she inyited him to dine. 
On Nell's birthday — they*d pie and chine. 
The young Squire liked the fare so well, 
That he soon after married Nell ; 
And as they drove to church down t' looan, 
Old Darby cried — *« Well deean oor Joan I " 



SLY SALLY. 

Ah's gahin' te hev a walk down t' lane — 

Gome, Sally, will tha gan ? 
Thou awlus is seea shy wi' me, 

Thou 's nowt like our Nan ! 

If your Bob just waits i' t* lane, 

Our Nan runs out wi' glee ; 
But thou — thou stans an* hings thi heead,- 

Thou mun be flay'd o' me. 

Thau 18 vCt ftoA/d I — then tak me ame. 
An' shnv thi hand weel through. 

An' let mah hear tha tawk a bit — 
Ah deea feel happy now. 

Thou knaws how weel Ah luv tha, Sal, 
An' Ah thinks 'at thou lavs me : 

Leeak up, me lass, an' let mah wipe 
That tear-drop fra the e'e. 



12 Poema and Sketches, ^ 

There's sike a oanny house ti let, 

Just down asahd t' draw-well ; , 

Ah think Ah '11 tak 't. What diz tha say ? 

Te liv* in *t be mesel ? 

Thou knaws Ah mean 't for thon an' me, 

If nobbat thou wad wed : 
Ah 'ye brass aneeaf te fonnish 't wiv 

As seean as t' wod's been sed. 

Cam, tell mah what tha means, at yanoe ? 

ITiou will ti mooan at neet f 
Ah 's ommest loss mah wits wi* joy 

If thou gies t' anser reet ! 

Bat let 's be off, te hev wer walk 

Tahm it 's seea nice an' leet : I 

Oh, dear 1 oh, dear ! Ah 's hoowp an' fear 

Untell ti mooan at neet ! 

Mbs. G. M. Twbddell. 



WILLIE SWALE'S EPITAPH. 

In Brotton formerly there lived a notorioaa 
drankard called Willie Swalep. When Willie died 
his son proposed the following epitaph for hia 
tombstone : — 

Whea lies here ? whea di ja think ? 

Poor Willie Swales — he loved a drop o' drink ; 

Drink to him as ye pass by, 

Poor Willie Swales was alias dry. 
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DEEAN'T MAK GAM 0' MB. 

Ah went last week ti Stowslay Fair, 

Me sweethart fer ti see ; 
Sheea promised sheea wad meet me there- 
Bud deean't mak gam o* me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o' me! 
Ah rigg'd meseP all i' me best, 
As fine as fine cud be ; 

An' little thowt how things wad tonn 

Bad deean't mak gam o' me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o* me ! 
Ah walk'd tit toon, and' bowt a oane, 

Te cat a dash, ye see; 
An' how Ah swagger'd ap an' down ! 
Bud deean't mak gam o' me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o' me ! 
A thowt, if nobbat Poll wad cam, 
How happy we sad be I 

Ah 'd treeat her in tit penny show 

Bad deean't mak gam o' me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o* me 
At last Ah saw her cammin' in ; 

Bat what else did Ah see ? 
Jack Hodge was walkin' biv her eahde— 
Bad deean't mak gam o' me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o' me ! 
Stright ap Ah went, an' " Poll ! " sez Ah, 

" Ah 's waiting, lass, fer thee I " 
*« Then thoa man wait ! " was all sheea sed— 
Bat deean't mak gam o' me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o' me ! 
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Sheea teeak Jack's ame, an' there Ah steead 

Quite flabbergash'dye see : 
Ah thowt Ah snd hev dropt tit gnmd — 

But deean't mak gam o' me : * 

Oh, deean't mak gam o* me : 

Poor Nancy Green com seeagling up — 

" What's matter, Dick ? " sez she ; 
" Jack Hodge is off wi* Poll ! " sez Ah— 

Bud deean't mak gam o' me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o' me ! 

** Wah, nivver mahnd her ; let her gan ; 

Sheea's better geean ! " sed she : 
Bud Ah thowt nut ; an' then Ah cried — 

But deean't mak gam o' me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o 'me ! 

Ah *s nobbud a poor country lad 

'At s' lost me heart ye see : 
Ah '11 gan neea mair tit Pomesum Fair — 

Seea deean't mak gam o' me : 

Oh, deean't mak gam o' me ! 

Mb8. G. M. Twbddell. 



AN AWD MAN'S CONFESSION. 

There was yance a tarm i' mi life when Ah was soft 

as suds need be, 
When Ah thought my nybours wer just as gud as 

each gud man seeamed ti be. 
That's a lang lang tarm gon back: Ah've altered 

my mam'd sen then, 
An' now Ah think there's very few folks that's hawf 

si gud as mysen. 
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Loke-a-day! Ah went a sweetrhearting : Ah'd a 

bonny smootli-feeaoed lass ; 
She teld mah she were fond o' ma, and things gat 

ti' sike a pass 
That we wer about bein wed, an we'd aotilly neamed 

the day. 
When sha picked up another fella an' left ma ti gan 

mi om way. 

Ah was tell'd at foaks were pnnifthed at played sike 

a wioked trick. 
Bat she seemed ti me ti bi appy, tho Ah meead bat 

a sorry fick : 
God Inv her ; Ah wer fain ti fergivher, but tho' now 

Ah's siyyenty gone 
Ah'ye walked the jonmey o' life by mysel unmarried 

and alone. 

There was yance a tarm i' my life, when Ah thought 

all parsons wer good ; 
Especially the Methody sooart ; for ther preachin 

stirred yer blood ; 
An' Ah thought when Ah eeard em pray, the kindom 

of iwen had come, 
An' the divvel wad hev ti emigrate ti sum pleeace 

where he'd hev mair rum. 

But lose-a-me! Ah've altered mi marn'd, an' nut 

afore 'twer tarm, 
Fur them noisy, ranting parsons they niyyer deeah 

gud but harm ; 
The young fellows lead the wimmin astray, an' the 

awd 'uns trick the men, 
There's a yarry few parsons i' the world at's a quarter 

as gud as mysen. 

Poor diyyel, just hear 'em run him down ; and 

threaten their hearers wi pains 
Through a lang, lang, lang etarnity cursing wer 

bodies an' brains ; 
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An' all the tarm if the diwel wer gon its plain eneeaf 

ti be seen 
The parsons wad miss the best frind they hev, that 

is leeaking wi common sense een. 

The diwers a good investment for thonsans a parson 

fooak ; 
He pays magnificent diwidends — an' mam'd Ahm 

nut writing a joke — 
He's the greate&t frind at the parsons hev, they may 

pummel him as they will, 
An' shud he iwer be cbeeaned ageean, what wagging 

tongues wad be still ? 

There was yance a tarm i' my life, when Ah thought 

all rogues wer i' prison fast — 
What afeealAh was! What a dubble feeal, Ah've 

seen these lang years past. 
The biggest rogues i' the universe are basking out i' 

the sun, 
An' yan reads i' pious biographies the grand things 

they hev dun. 

What honour there is iv our merchants : what 

honesty i' trade ; 
Dar ony man honestly say now-a-days how monny 

a fortnn' is meead ? 
That new word, ** liquidation," explains how monny 

a knave 
Walks up to the seeats o' the nobles, that's ower 

meean ti be even a slave. 

Lose-a-me ! Wi ther bran new things an' ther 

toggery, how they prance, 
Wi impidence fra Lundun town, an' polish fresh Ira 

France ! 
Poor moths, that toy wi the candle o' prard, they'll 

bon ther wings sum day. 
An' they'll leean that prard is painful, as my feyther 

used to say. 
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There was yanoe a tarm i' mi life, when Ah thought 

all gnd fooaks wer gad, 
An'ther was ony yah kam'd o'leein that was easily 

understood ; 
Bat lees can bi drissed like trath, an' leeak mightily 

like it annole, 
▲u' the lees that are roand about are them that 

meeast fret and worry yer soul. 

There was yanoe a tarm i' mi life, when Ah thowt 

a friend was a friend, 
An' you'd only ti* ask for the gowd if he*d ony money 

ti lend. 
Ah'd a kamd of a silly idee, as weel, it wad pleeas 

him much ti part, 
An' he'd rush wi the cheque iv his hand ti pay, an' 

smile fra the depths of his heart. 

Ah've altered mi mamd sen then — an' this mony a 

lang lang day, 
The joy o' mi life hes been ti honestly pay mi way ; 
Ti honestly liv for mysel, an' mak the plizure o' 

Ufe 
A modest use o' the world's gud things, that on 

iwery sard are rife. 

The mooarning sun, the stars at neet, the blue o' 

the summer sea. 
Are mair bi far ti mi heart o' hearts then frin'd an' 

kin can be : 
An' the deein o' worthy thingSi apart frev praise or 

blame — 
Theease, theease, it is that el iwer bring a joy that 

is dearer nor fame. 

Ah, Fame ! that's another bauble that fills a young 

fellow's dreams, 
The dearest oir earthly guerdons this breet deceeaver 

seeams ; 

B 
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U^B all mi eye ! The best ov all fame is that ire 

carry insard, 
That telU us there's joy in deein the reet, whativYer 

else betard. 

Bike is mi view o' life, now Ah's come ti the olooase 

o' the day, 
Ab'ye pairted vn mony illusions, but this Ah will 

alius say : 
There's nivyer a tarm i' life when the truth weant 

stand ya a friend, 
An' a reet down honest man all alius hev something 

ti spend. 

W. H. BUBMBTT. 



THE SWBEFEB AND THE THIEYES. 

It is said this tdU was founded on fact, and that ths drcum 
stances described happened at Leeming Lane, 

A Sweeper's lad was leeat at t' neeght^ 
His slip-shod shoon had leeam'd his feet ; 
He call'd ti see a good awd deeame, 
'At monny a time had trigged his weeame ; 

iPor he wor then fahye mahles £ra yam), 
le axed her i' t' lair ti let him sleep, 
An' he'd next day their chimblers sweep. 
They supper'd him wi country fare, 
Then shewed him tnl his hooal i' t' lair 
He crept until his streeahy bed, 
His pooak o' seeat beneath his head ; 
He wor content, nur cared a pin, 
An' his good Mnd then looked him in. 
The lair fra t' house a distance stood, 
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Between 'em grew a labile wood ; 

Aboot midneegbt or nearer moorn, 

Twea tbieves brak in ti steal tber coom, 

Hevvin a leegbt it t* lantern dark, 

Seean tbey ti winder fell ti wark ; 

An' wisbing tbey'd a lad ti fill — 

Young Brusb, wbea yet bed ligg'd quite stilly 

Tbinkin' 'at t' men belanged tit t' boose, 

An' tbat be noo mud be o' use, 

Jumped down directly ontit t' fleear, 

Wbere t' tbieves beeatb meead a rusb fort' deear, 

Nor stopt at owt, nur tbin nur tbick. 

Fully oonvinced it wor awd Niok. 

Tbe sweflper lad then ran reegbt seean, 

Ti t' bouse, an' tolled em wbat wor deean ; 

T' maister an' t' men tbey quickly rose, 

An' ran ti t' lair wi' awf tber close, 

Twea bosses, seeks, and leegbt tbey fand, 

Wbicb bad been left bi t' tluevisb band ; 

Tbese round i' t' neigbbourbood tbey cried. 

But nut an awner e'er applied; 

For neean durst t' bosses awn nor t' seeks, 

Tbey wor se freegbten'd o' tber necks. 

Tbey selled tbe bosses, an', of coorse, 

Put awf tbe brass i' Sooty's purse ; 

Desiring wben be com tbat way. 

He'd always tbem a visit pay, 

Wben bearty welcum be sud bev. 

Because be did tbeir barley seeave. 

Brusb cinked tbe gaineas iv bis band. 

An' oft ti leeak at 'em did stand 

As beeam be wbistlin teak bis way, 

Blessin t' awd deeame tbat let bim stay 

An' sleep i' t' lair, wben leeat a t' neegbt, 

His slip-sbod sboon bad leeam'd bis feet. 

D. Lewis. 
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MABGEBT A1SID GULWELL. 



• 



(A Dialogue from the farce of *' The Eegister Offlcs," between 

Gulwell, a London Register Office Keeper, and Margery 

Moorpoot, a young Yorkshire Servant.) 

MABaEBT — Snr, an' a body may be sa bonld, Ah*s 
omn te ax an' ye*ye sped abont t*woman sarvant 'at 
ye advertabs'd for ? 

OuLWELL. — I have not; come nearer yonng 
woman. 

Mab. — Let me steyk t' deer first, an' ye pleeas. 

GuL. — What country woman are you ? 

Mab. — Ah's Yorkshur' by ma truly ! Ah wor bred 
an' boom at Lahtle Yatton, aside o' Boseberry 
Toppin. 

GuL. — Boseberry Toppin! where is that, my 
.pretty maid? 

Mab. — Sartinly, man; ye knaw Boseberry? Ah 
thowght ony feeal bed hiawn Boseberry. Its t' 
biggest hill iy all Yorkshur*. It's aboon a mahle 
an' a hawf heegh, an' as oawd as ice at t' top on't 
i' t' yattest day i' summer ; that it is. 

GuL. — You've been in some service, I suppose ? 

Mab. Hey, Ah'll uphod ye hev E ivver sin E 
wor neen year awd. Nea Makkins. Ah'd a God's- 
penny at Stowsly market, hawf a year afoor at E 
wor neen ; an' as good a sarvant Ah've been tho' 
Ah say it mysel, as iwer com within a pair o' deers. 
Ah can milk, ken, fother, beeak, brew, sheear, 
winder, caird, spin, knit, sew, an deea iwerything 
'at belangs tiv an husbandman, as weel as ony lass 
'at iwer ware clog shoon ; an' as to my charicter, 
Ah defy ony boddy gentle or simple to say black's 
mab naal. 



Mcvrgery cmd GtUltoelL 21 

GuL. — ^HaVe you been in any service in London ? 

MAB.-^Hey, an' ye pleeas. Ab liv'd wV Madam 
Shrillpipe, i' St. Panrs Eork Garth ; but were 
forced ti leeave mah p^ace afoor Ah'd been' a 
week o' days in't. 

GuL. — ^How so ? 

Mab. — Marry, because she ommost flighted an 
soanded me oot o* mi wits. She wor t' arrantest 
scahd 'at iwer E met wi' i' my boom daye. She 
had sartinly sike a tongue as niwer wor i' ony 
woman's heead but her awn. It wad ring, ring, 
ring, like a 'larum, fra moom te neeght. Then she 
wad pat hersel into sike flusters, that her feeaoe 
wad be as black as t' reckon creak. Neea, for t' 
matter a' that. Ah wor nobbut reeghtly sarrad, for 
Ah wor telled aforehand by some varra 'sponsible 
fowk 'at she wor a donnot. Hoosummiver, as Ah 
fand mah money grow less and less iwery day (for 
Ah'd brought mah good siven and twenty shillings, 
to neen graates and twopence). Ah thowght it wad 
be better te tak up, wi' a bad pleeace than neeah 
pleeace at all. 

GuL. — ^And how do you like London ? 

Mar. — Marry sur, nowther egg nor shell on'i 
They're sike a set o' fowk as Ah niwer seed wi' me 
een. They laugh an' fleer at a boddy like ony 
thing. Ah went nobbut t' other day ti' t' beeakor's 
shop for a leeaf o' breead, an' they fell a giggling at 
me, as if Ah'd been yan o't' grittest gawvisons i' t' 
warld. 

GuL. — ^Pray, what is a gawvison ? 

Mar. — Whah, you're a gawvison for nut knawing. 
what it is. Ah thought ye Lunnoners hed knawn 
ivverything. A gawvison's a ninny-hammer 1 Noo 
d'ye ye think 'at Ah leeak ought like a gawvison ? 

GuL. — Not in the least, my pretty damsel. 
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Mab. — They may brag as they will o* ther man- 
ners, bat they've neea mair manners than a miller's 
horse, Ah can tell 'em, that Ah can. Ah wish Ah'd 
been still at Canny Yatton. 

GuL. — As yon had so great a liking to the place, 
why did you leave it ? 

Mab. — Marry, Sir, Ah wor forced, as yan may 
say, ta leeave: V sqnire wadn't let mah be; by mah 
trnly, sir, he war efter mah mooarn, neean, an' 
neeght. If Ah wad hae bat consented tiv his wicked 
ways, Ah mad hea hed gowd by gowpins, that Ah 
mud. Leeak ye, Sqaire, says Ah, you're mistakken 
i' me. Ah's neean o' yer soort o' cattle; Ah's a 
vartuous young woman, Ah'U asseer ye; ye'er 
uther fowk's folk ; — wad ye be sike a teastrill as tah 
ruin mah ? But all wadn't deeah. He kept foUo'in' 
an' follo'in', an teeasin' an teeasin' mah. At t' lang 
run. Ah telled my awd deeam, an' she advahs'd me 
to gang ti Lunnon to be out of his way, that she 
did, like an honest woman as she wor. Ah went ti 
mall cousin Isabel, an' says Ah tiv her, Isabel, says 
Ah, will ti gowa ti Lunnon ? Ah telled t' yal 
affair atween me an' t' Squire. Odsbods, my lass, 
says she, Ah'U gang wi' thee to t' world's end. An' 
away we com i' good yennest. 

GuL.: — It was a very vartuous resolution. Pray 
how old are you ? 

Mar. — Ah's neenteen come Collup Monday. 

GuL. — ^Would you undertake a housekeeper's 
place? 

Mab. — Ah's flayed Ah can't mannish't, if it 
beean't in a husbandman's house. 

GuL. — It is a very substantial farmer's in 
Buckinghamshire, I am sure you will do : I will set 
you down for it. Your name ? 

Mab. — Margery Moorpoot, an' ye pleease. 
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GxjL. — ^How do yon spell it ? 
• Mab« — Neea Makkins. Ah kno' nowght o' 
0peldrmg ; Ah's neea soholard. 

OuL. — ^Well, I shall write to him this evening 
What wages do you ask ? 

Mab. — Neea, marry, for t' matter o' that. Ah 
wad n't he ower stiff aboot wages. 

GuL. — ^Then I can ventnre to assure yon of it. 
You must give me half-a-crown, my pretty maid. 
Our fee is only a shilling for a common place, but 
for a housekeeper's place we have always half-a- 
orown. 

Mas. — There's twea shillings; an' yan, twea, 
three, four, fahve, sixpennorth o' brass, with a 
thoosand thenks. A blessin' leight o' ye, for Ah's 
seer ye're t' best Mend Ah've met wi' sin' Ah com 
fra Oanny Yatton; that are ye. When mun Ah 
call ageean, sir ? 

GuL. — About the middle of next week. 

Mar. — 8ur, an' ye pleease, good morning to ye. 

Thos. £bed. 



A DALE PAEMER BEFORE THE 
MAGISTRATES. 

nfomas Porrity farmer, Danby, an old man 
apparently about 80 years of age, was charged at 
the Guisbrough Petty Sessions with an assault upon 
Margaret Swales, a domestic servant in his employ^ 
on tiie 21st of March, 1877. Mueh amusement 
was caused in Oourt by the Broad Yorkshire of the 
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defendant and his curious mannefisms. — Ooin- 
plainant (a tall healthy-looking yonng woman) said; 
T' missis told mah ti' clean t' trough oat, an' Ab 
was deeint. Ah was weshing t' tatees for t' pigs« 
an Ah was takkin t' scowp ti them, when t' masted 
came ti mah, and took mi bit f arm and shoulder, 
an' hnrt mi head very mnch again t' wall. The 
Bench: Did it bleed ? Complainant: No, it did'nt 
bleed, but it hnrt very much. Defendant (in a very 
loud voice): Ah ask'd tha ti gi' mah t' scowp an' 
thou waddn't. Complainant: No, maister. The 
Bench : Ton must ask the complainant qaestionSt 
Defendant : Ah ask'd her for t' scowp an' she 
waddn't gie ma it. (Tnrning to complainant) : 
Hesen't tha tell'd ma several tarms .ah wasn't thy 
maister? Complainant: Well, Ah hev. Yon should 
treat me as a maister, but ya hewen't. (Laughter.) 
It's not t' first nor t' second tarm you've touched 
ma. Defendant (excitedly): Ah hewen't. Ah 
nivver did! (Turning round to the court): Let 
ma son cum ! Where is he ? — (Great amusement.) 
The case was continued some time longer, and the 
Bench eventually ordered defendant to pay a fine 
of 2s. 6d. and costs. 

W. fi. BUBNBTT. 

(Reprinted from the Daily Exchange), 
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THE FAIB, 

Ye loiterin' minnits faster flee^ 
Ye're all ower slaw behawf for me 

That wait impatient for the moomin' ; 
Ti-moom's the lang, lang wish'd-for fair, 
Ah'U try ti be the foormost there, 

Mysel i' finest oleeas adooming, 
Ti graoe the day. 

Ah'll pnt mah best white stockin's on, 
A pair o' new cowf leather shoon, 

Mah clean-wash'd goon a' printed cotton ; 
Aboot mah neok a muslin shawl, 
A new silk handkntoher ower all, 

Wi' sike a careless air Ah'll pat on, 
Ah'll sham that day. 

My partner Ned, Ah knaw, thinks he, 
<' Ah'U mak mysel secnre o* thee," 

He often said he'd treeat me rarely .- 
Bat Ah sal think ov other fan, 
Ah'U aim for sam rich farmer's son. 

An' cheat your simple Neddy fairly, 
Seea sly tnat day. 

Then, hey ! for spoorts an' pappy shows, 
An' temptin' spice-stalls rang'd i' rows. 

An' danglin' dolls, by t' necks all hangin' ; 
A thoosand other pritty seeghts. 
An' lasses trail'd alang the streets, 

Wi' lads ti t' yal-hoose ganging, 
Ti drink that day. 
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Let's leeak at t' winder — ^Ah can see 't ! 
It seems as tho' t' was growin' leeght, 

The oloods wi' early rays adoornin' ; 
Ye loiterin' minnits faster flee, 
Ye 're all ower slaw behawf for me, 

'At wait impatient for the moornin* — 
O' sike a day. 

Why snd Ah nut suooeed as weel, 
And get a man full oot genteel, 

As awd John Darby's dawghter Nelly ? 
Ah think mysel as good as she. 
She can't mak cheese nor spin like me, 

That's mair 'an beauty, let me tell ye, 
0' onny day. 




I 
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THE PARSON AND POT. 

Ah's noo boon ti tell ye a vaxra funny teeal, mah 
frinds, aboot a parson wba lived a few mables £ra 
Canny Yatton, just ageean t' pleeace wbere Ab war 
bred an' boorn, Yoo knaw tbis parson liked onny 
tbing 'at wiir cbeeap, an' seea yab day he war at a 
toon aboat tweea or tbree mables fra yam, an' as be 
war ganning doon yan o' t' streets be saw a feller 
standing reeigbt at t' top of a teeable, selling cail 
pots, an' utber crockinly artiokles. He rekoUeoted 
heann' bis wife say ti yan ov t' lasses afoor be 
started 'at tbey sadly wanted a cail pot, an' seea be 
tbowgbt be wad try te hey a obeeap bargain te tak 
yam wi' bim. Jast as be went ap tit man a widder 
wamman war biddin' yan an' neenpence for jast 
sike a cail pot as t' parson wanted, an' seea be bid, 
an' sbe bid, an' be bid ageean, an' sbe bid ageean, 
an' seea tbey bid yan ageean t' otber, t' parson an' t* 
widder, for a lang tarme, tal at last sbe gay in, an' 
it war knocked doon tit parson for twea an' tap- 
pence. Efter payin fot 't, be set off yam as fast as 
be cad to sbew bis aald deeam wbat a cbeeap bar- 
gain he'd getten, an' boo be'd diddled poor widder. 
He first carried it i' yab band, and then i' t' otber, 
for it war neea leeigbt weight, Ab'U asseer ye. 
Efter ganning i' tbis fasban, for aboot a mable an' 
a bawf or seea, be began tee feel tired, for it war a 
rare greeat ye marnd, an' his airms began te wark, 
an' bis shooalders began te wark, tal be coald arldy 
bard, an' be began te rae 'at he'd bowght it, bat an 
hidea seean pop't intiy bis beead, that a change war 
as good as a rast, seea be teek hof bis bat, an' pat 
't cail pot in its pleeace, wi' t' hollow sard down- 
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wards te keep it on nicely. Awa he cat across V 
field 'at neea boddy mud see him carryin' it yam, 
leeast they sad mak som gam of him, bat befoar he 
gat yam, he had a wardish beck te cross, an' bein' 
neea bridge or oaght ov that kamd, he wor foarced 
te lowp ower 't, seea he teeak a good lang ran, an 
ower he went jast like a steg, bad when he let ot t' 
other sard, 't kail pot went reeight doon apon his 
heead an' ower his e*es. T' poor parson war i' sike 
a mess, he tried te git it off, an' tried ageean an' 
ageean, bat he caddent meave it a bit, it war as fast 
as if had grown thare. Hoo te git yam he diddent 
knaw, for he cad see nowght, his een wor qaite 
blocked ap, bad hooiwer he tried an' he went on, 
an' went on groaping aboot as weel as he coald till 
at last he stack fast i' t' yat,far ye see he'd got t'cail 
pot heead an' handle throo t' yat bars, an' thare he 
war botherin' an' sweatin' like a pig i' a mack mid- 
din for a fall hoar, till it ran off him on all sards. 
Hooiwer, it seea happened that a man called Bobby 
Brashwood war oomin' that way, an' seein' sammit 
fast i' t' yat he made ap tal 't. When he gat theare 
he knew it war t' parson, be t' shap ov his legs, an' 
he sed, *' Maister, maister, whatiwer are ye deeiu' 
thare ? Lose i' me, what a pickle yoo are in ! " 
<'Ah, Bobby," says t' parson, <'an' is that thee» 
Ah's reeight glad thoo's com— prethee whoor am E ? 
What a misfortin this is ! " ** Whiah, maister," 
says Bobby, " hoo's this ; cam't ye get t' oail pot off 
yer heead?" '*Neea, Bobby, mtJi lad, it's fast 
eneeaf. Ah can't star it, and Ah's freeghtened it 'U 
niyyer be got off ageean : tak hod o' me hand an' 
leead me yam." '* Seea Ah will, maister, bad its a 
varra bad job, cos yoo see yoo '11 niTver be yable ti 
preeach te as onny mair, wi' that thing at top o' yer 
heead." I' parson sed nowght ti this, bat gav a 
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greean. Noo when they gat tit toon yat, t' bairns 
com rnnnin* i' all direokshuns te see what it war, 
bad non on 'em cad tell. Sam on 'em sed yan te 
anadder, " Sitha, sitha, Bobby's gitten a yoang 
elefant I " Odders called oat, " Nay it izzant, heeze 
oatched a seea sarpant ! " Bad athers ageean sed it 
war a Greenland beear, or earn sike thing." T' 
parson sed nowght tal 'em, thoagh he heeard all 
they sed. When he gat yam, thare war a bonny 
row, all t' docters aboot whoor sent for, bad they 
coald deea neea gad, neea nat yan on 'em. They 
palled an' thay screwed, an' t' parson tried te back 
oot his heead, bat it war all ti neea ase, for deeah 
what they wad, t' cail pot waddent leeave parson's 
heead. At last, Bobby says, '* Ah've fan it oot noo 
hoo it's ta be deean, let's gan ti' t' blacksmith's 
shop, an' awa they went riddy eneeaf, especially t' 
parson wha wad ha deean onnything ti get it off. 
"When they gat intalt shop, Bobby sed, "Noo, 
maister, lay yer heead apon t' smithy," an he laid 
it on t' smithy that varry minnit. T' blacksmith 
then teeak yan oy t' biggest hammers he hed in t' 
shop, an' brak t' cail pot intiv a thoosand bits. 
Mah word bad parson leeaked rare an' wacken when 
hb saw dayleeght ageean, an' yam he cat as fast as 
he cad, hodding beeath hands tal his ears, pleeased 
eneeaf, Ah '11 asseear ye, that he'd ageean got his 
heead oot o t' cail pot. 



TAK CARE 0' THYSEN. 

When I wor a wee lahtle totterin' bairn. 
An' had nobbat jast getten short frocks. 

When ti gang Ah at first wer beginning ti larn, 
0' my broo Ah got monny hard knocks. 
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Bad se waik, an' see silly' an' helpless was Ah, 
Ah was awlns a tnmblin down then ; 

While my mother wad twattle me gently, an cry 
« Honey, Jenny, tak care o' thysen." 

Bud when Ah grew bigger, an' gat ti be Strang, 

At Ah cannily ran all aboot 
By mysen, where Ab liked, then Ah awlns mad gang, 

Withoot bein' telFd aboot owt. 

When, hooiver. Ah com to be sixteen year awd, 
An' rattled an' ramped amang t' men. 

My mother wad call o* me in an' wad soand. 
An cry " Hazzy ! tak care o' thysen." 

Ah've a sweetheart cams noo on Setterday neeghts. 
An' he swears 'at he'll mak me his wife ; 

My mam grows se stmgy, she soaads an' she fleeghts 
An' twitters me oot o' my life' 



MARTHA DUNSTUBBLB'S SECOND 
LETTER TI BETTY BONNISON. 

DsAB Betty, 

Ah gat thah letter all reet, an' pleased Ah 
was to hear fra tha. Ah waz seear thoa wad like 
te knaw abont Awd Jerry's weddin'. Ah knew it 
wad jnst salt tha tiv a pop. 

Lawk, Betty I Ah iz set ap te hear 'at thoa 'a 
comin' ower te see as. Oar fooaks sez 'at thoa 
man stop a week at varry leeast. 

Bad now Ah man tell tha how nastly Ah gat 
messeF vext t' other day. Thoa knaas how yarry 
fond Ah iz o' flowers ; an Ah'd been tacking extra 
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pains te hev a nioe lot te year, — an' tha war bonny, 

Ah*ll aseer tha : Ah quite gloried i* em. Whyah 

Ah happened to leeak out o' t' back ohaimer winder 

yesterda' fooameean, when Ah' was mackin' t' beds, 

an' there was our nasty awd sew, an' all V yung 

pigs hard at wark reeatin' up all t' things 'at Ah'd 

gi'en mysel' sike trouble fer months te raahze. It 

seeams t' awd trumpery had been rubbin' hersel' 

ageean t' gardin yat, an' sheea d dungt oppen, an' 

then theyd all geean in, tappy lappy. Bon ! Ah 

was seea crazed, 'at Ah set up a greeat skell, an' 

hardlins knew how Ah gat down t' s^irs. Ah teeak 

up a stick, an' off Ah went, te hezzel 'em all out. 

Your Tom just happent ti gan by at t' tahme, an' 

he sang out — " Weel deeane, Martha ! thou 's 

gahin in tiy her bacon ! " bud Ah flang me heead 

up, an' niTver oppen'd me taty-trap tiy him. Ah 

wer ower vext t' speeak. When Ah'd gotten t' awd 

harrigooad an' all t* ketty yung uns tonn'd out o' t' 

gardin, Ah sat ma down on t' binch in under t' 

awd yak tree, an' fairly rooar'd ageean, te see what 

a stntmash they'd meead. Howivrer, that didn't 

mend matters ; thou knaws what can't be cured 

mun be endured, an' seea Ah gat me little speead 

an' fettled 'em up as weel as iwer Ah cud. Bud t' 

gardin weeant be like 't sel' fer months ti cum. 

Oh, deary me ! how yan diz git put about ! Te 

think 'at they cuddent let me poor bit o' flowers 

aleean, when they 'd plenty o' gnd meeat te gan 

teea. Bud pigs iz like a vast o' fooaks, — ^if they 

hev mickle, ttiey want mair. Bud Ah 'U nutfreeat 

mesel' about it se mitch as Ah hev deean. It's 

nobbut feealish o' ma te deea 't, when there's 

seea monny nice flowers left i' t' fields fer ma te 

leeak at. 

Ah tell tha what, Betty, Ah deeant knaw how 
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fooaks dis 'at lives i' big toons, an' hez nowt bud 
brioks an' motter te glore at. Ah was yanoe at 
Leeds, an' Ah stopt allt' neet ; an' when Ah gat np 
i' t' momin', there was sike an a leeak out o' t' 
ohaimer winder, — Chouses efter hoases, an' chimlers 
smeeakin' i' all directions, an' nnt a singel field ner 
tree top te be seen neeawhere. Ah did wish mesel' 
yam ageean. 

Nobbut t' neet afooare, me consin teeak me tiy a 
fahne consart. Sheea thowt it wad be quite a treat 
fomma; bud Ah waz ommest soumfisht wi' t' heat, 
there was seea money fooaks there, an' tha reeam'd 
an' sang, an' Ah euddent tell a wod tha sed. Ah 've 
heeard monny a better singer at oar mell sappers 
then onny o' t' lot on 'em was. They dodder'd ther 
voice seea 'at Ah haddent patience wiv' em. An' 
then, when we had te cam out, Ah wer about 
sqeeazt te deeath. 

Ah gat a bonny kennigood o' ther fahne consart. 
Neea maur o' them sort fer me! Gi' me a walk down 
our fields ov a fahne mooannin' when t' bods is 
singin' an' t' hedges is white wi' May blossom ; an' 
it Hcks all t' consarts in te fits 'at ivver Ah heeaxd 
tell on. 0, womman ! ther 's nowt te eeaqual 't. 
Ah feels sometahmes as if yan nivver cad be poor, 
howiwer meanly yan mud be housed and fed, seeah 
lang as yan 's yabble te gan in tit fields an' lonnins, 
an' injoy sike feeasts a' bewty, an' lissen ti sike 
sweet sounds as God provahdes fer us o' iwery 
hand. 

Bud Ah doubt Ah sal be tiring o' tha wi' all this 
bladderment Bud, thou knaws, Ah's fooarst te 
say summat; an' Ah just gi'es tha what cums 
uppermist. Ah sal hev a bonny rigmaroU te tell 
tha when tha oums; seea Ah think 'at Ah'd better 
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drop, in anJters 'at Ah gi'es tha ower mitoh ov a gnci 
thing. Mah best rispeots te ye all, an' livin' i' 
howps te see tha soon, Ah snbsorahbe meser, 

Tha trew an' lavin' awd frmnd, 

•^ Mabtha Dunstxtbblb. 



P.S. — ^Ther's yah thing mair at Ah T^ant te ax 
tha. How are ya fettled fo' eats? If ya hey a 
bonny kittlin te spare, Ah wish thon wad fetch ns't 
when tha cams. 

M.D. 

From Mbs. G. M. Tweddbll's Rhymes and Sketches, 
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THE WHITE GHOST. 

Yoo man knaw, mah Mends, at a lahtle toon 
nobbnt a mable or tweea fra York, there lived a 
gentleman sooart of a chap called Mr. Bnbb, which 
hed lots ov munny, an' a varry nice sooart ov a 
fellow he wnr. Foaks sed he wur a varry religions 
man; booiver he went tit chapil quiet reggnlar on t' 
Bnndays, an' ommost iwery neeght he went tit 
Methody prayer meetings. Noo yoo man knaw, 
thare wor a varry nice sooart ov a lass fra oor toon 
went ti live wi' this gentleman as kitchen gel, an' 
he varry seean fell i' lave wi' her, for she wor a 
weesome deeam, an' nea doabt he wad hev wed t' 
lass bud she meead sike a feeal ov hersen, an' Ah'tt 
tell ye how it wor. Yoo see yah neeght, Maister 
Bnbb as he wur wont ti deea, 'ad geean tit prayer- 
meetin', an' this fond lass teeak it intul er heead 
she wad freeghten him on hia way yam« an' seeah 
sha gat a white sheet an' away sha gans te a plaice 
on t' rooad sard where ther wor a yat, an' sat her 
doon there till she heeard her maister cummin varry 
near t' plaice where she wor, when she wrapt 't 
sheet round her, an' walked out on t' rooad sard. 
T' maister wor ommost freeghtened te deeath ; his 
hair steead reeght up on an end, an' he dursent 
gang neeather backward nor forward. She steead 
afore him an' tolled him te doon upon his kneeas an' 
say his prayers, for he 'd been a gurt sinner, an' t' 
poor awd feeal knelt doon an' said t' Loard's Prayer. 
Poll, for that wor her neeam, then askc him i' a 
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sqneaking voice if be didn't think he desarved ti 
gang te hell ti be choaked wi' brimstone an' treeaUe 
for all his wickedness. Bat t' owd feller nobbud 
greeaned out, Loard, ha massy on me. T' silly lass 
astead o' getting away yam an' leaving him i' t' dark 
as she ought te ha' deean, brast oot a lafBlny for she 
enddent bard onny langer, she sed. It sea happened 
that anather man com ap at seam tarm, an' heann' 
her laff, gat hod ov her an' palled t' sheet ofL Then 
her maister saw that it wor his awn sweethart Poll, 
that he intended ti hev meead his wife, an' he wor 
seea aggrevated that he fond her off at yanoe an' 
sent her yam. 
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AH'S YORKSHIRE. 



(In the two sacceeding poems an attempt has been made 
more rigidly to express the phonetic value of Broad 

Torkshire vowel sounds. ) 



Ah' Yorkshire ! \iti mi truly ! 

Ah is, Ah*m proud ti say ; 
Just try ya ti get ower mah, 

Ye'U hey eneaf ti deah. 
Ah's oppen-gobbed and soft liike ; 

Ah knaw mare then Ah tell ; 
The fellah that wad bite mah, 

All seM get bit his sbU. 

Ah's Yorkshire. 

Ah's Yorkshire ! Ah's a plain stick, 

What's that ? It's been mi iucl^ 
Ti be like monny a dahmond, 

Covered at top wi' muck. 
Some fo&ks wear t' muck at insard 

Seah deep it's scarcely seen, , 
Noah's flood a pure soft watter 

Wad scairoely wesh em' clean. 

Ah's Yorkshire 
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Ah's Yorkshire ! Ah's tiue-hearted. 

Ah lav a real awd frind, 
An' Ah ftUas stick up for him, 

An' his good name defend. 
If onj ohap shonld call him, 

An' Ah be stannin by, 
Ah lets him knaw his business, 

An' this is t' reason why — 

Ah's Torkshire. 



Ah's Yorkshire ti the back bean, 

Oat-spokken frank and free, 
Ah hate a lear as Ah hate 

Awd Nick, that tell'd fost lee. 
Ance Ah may be catch'd nappin'. 

We all may slip sum day, 
Biit twice if ye get ower mah. 

Ah niwer mair al say, 

Ah's Yorkshire. 



Ah's Yorkshire ! Ah's endiwerin 

Whatiyyer foaks may say ; 
Ah can't abear ti be i' debt. 

Ah likes ti pay mi way. 
Ah's green Ah knaw, but what's the good, 

A credit and sike stnff, 
Those 'at can pay for all they git 

Al alias stand bam-praf. 

Ah's Yorkshire. 



Ah's Yorkshire ! Debt deant fret mah. 

Worrit an' mak ma thin, 
There's nut a man iv England 

Can say Ah've stick or pin 
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That's niyver yit been paid for. 

Oraok that nnt if yon can ! 
Seah bem independent 

Ah's a trnly happy man ! 

Ah's Torkshire. 

Ah's Yorkshire ! Bi mi truly I 

Ah is Ah'm prond ti' say ; 
Ah's fond at grand awd county. 

An trust at lang Ah may ; 
England wer nowt without it. 

An' its brave-hearted men, 
Ah'll drink ther health, and wish 'em wealth, 

Because Ah's yan mysen. 

Ah's Yorkshire. 

W. H. Burnett. 



LAD DEE ANT CUM HERE BOTHERIN'. 

When Ah was buom, as Ah've been tell'd, 
, My feyther was out fotherin' ; 
When he com in my mother said, 
<' Anuthur lad's cum botherin." 

An' all my Hfe Ah've been it road. 

An' gud faoks patience modtherin' ; 
The general cry hes been ti me, 
'' Lad deeant cum here botherin'." 

At six year awd Ah went ti t' skeal, 

A lahtle lamin' getherin'. 
Till yah day Ah'd a stand-up fight. 

An' Ah l¥as sent yam bletherin'. 

An' all my life, etc. 
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The Bkealmaster was sarely vexed, 

Swore Ah was alius fotherin' 
All kinds a rows, in fact says he, 

" He needn't cum here botherin*." 

An' all my life, etc. 

So Ah'd ti tak ti datal wark, 

Ti honein' an' ti winderin'. 
An' when at yam Ah swept up t' house, 

Olean't beats, or teak ti cinderin'. 

Still all my life, etc. 

At last Ah bomt mysel severe, 

Domestic duties tenderin', 
An' th^Q my feyther interfered, 

Domestic strife engenderin*. 

For all my hfe, etc. 

Ses he, '< That lad man gan ti trade " 

The news set me a wondtherin'. 
What suort o' trade they'd choose for me, 

Ti mak my next great blunder in. 

For all my life, etc. 

What was my jey when Ah fand out 

They'd marked me out for sailorin'. 
For all my life Ah'd had a sowl 

Aboon yer common tailorin'. 

But all my life, etc. 

The fost run out we ne'er com back 

(Od's bother ma Ah'm blunderin') 
That is Ah mean collectively — 

Our noble vessel founderin'. 

An' all my life, etc. 
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'Twas all through me. Ah kept the watoh } 

Geaping about an' wondering 
A Bteamboat cam doase np behint. 

An' sent our stam like tnnder in. 

Seah all my life, etc. 



Set doon at yam wi nowt ti deah. 

All soarts ov ill tannts weatherin', 
Ah thowt Ah'd hey a yam mysel, 

Ah saw a storm was getherin'. 

For all through life, etc 

Ah went ti see a bonny lass 

A' trimmling an' dodtherin', 
Oness mah snrprahse wh^n ont spak she 
Pray deeant cum here botherin*." 

Seah all through UfCi etc. 



J 



it 



Now, this is all Ah hev ti tell, 

Excuse my silly bletherin', 
Ah wonder how you'd like to wear 

A cap without a feather in ? 

For all through life, etc. 

W. H. BURNBTT. 
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DIOKY AND MICKY DALE. 

r wat year Dicky Dale was buom he sed he 
cnddn't teU, and he didn't think at onybody livin' 
ond. Dioky had an honely san called Micky. When 
the' were seen tigither it was ard ti tell whether 
Dicky or Micky was t' oadest. They dressed alikoi 
beath on 'em, fra top ti teah ; they woked alike, an' 
they toked alike, beath on 'em t' seam way. What 
t'ean did t'other did. Wer yan went t'other went, 
in &et, they were like Bath and Naomi — they 
neether end nor wad be payted. They 'ad an ass 
belangin' tiv them called Jerry ; it was as oad as 
Micky, if nut oader. They all three liv'd tigither 
in an oad thakt baildin' at sard a t' lonnin, leadin' 
up ti sum farm houses at t' top at hill near 
dastleton. Dicky an' Micky occypied t' meast at' 
buildin', Jerry hewin a coumer tiv 'issell at yah 
end. I' summer Jerry preferred ti lodge outsard, 
wen nut otherwarse engaged, an' ye wad find him 
at lonnin sard i' cumpany-wit' pigs and coafs be- 
langin' fit neighbouring farmers. The pairt of 
buildin' occupied bit fadder an' sun was divided 
into twea rooms — t' livin' end an' t' parlour end es 
they call'd it. T' livin' end was a fashionable 
pleace wi' Dicky an' Micky. They liv'd int' beeath 
day an' neet, wi' ther bedstead i' yan at corners. 
T' parler end was occypied entirely wit' oade laeam, 
at' was now deean away wi'. Oade Dicky's house 
was a favourit pleeace for all t' young chaps round 
about ti gan tee and sit in at neets. Ihey wad gan 
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tkere an' sit round t* oade fire pleeaoe — t* fEidther 
at yah sard an' V sxm at t'other — ^tellin' all soarts a 
teeals, possible an' impossible, or else oonnting t' 
stars oot i' t' chimley top for a wager as they sat« 
for it was yan a theaze oad-fashion'd chimlas 'ats 
rarely ti be seen now-a-days. Yah end see oat at 
t' top ont fra ony pairt at t' harth-steean. Doon t' 
ohimla hung a greeat cheean fra t' rannelboake on 
which they used ti hing t' ceeal pot, t' fryin' 
pan, t' kettle, or owt else at they wanted ti nse fur 
beeakin' or fiyin' wi. 

Dioky and Micky were noan beeath hi oad and 
yuDg fer marls round about, for they went frev yah 
pleease tiv another hawkin' hardware o' ther oan 
makkin'. Sometarms Jerry went wi them, especially 
if they were likely ti hev a lang jonny. At other 
tarms they wad carry ther stuff i' turns. They 
beeath liked a bit o' bacca, but they nobbut carried 
yah pipe, an' when they did smeak yan had a few 
puffs an' then the pipe wer handed tit t' tother. 

I' ther bizziness rambles monny an act a kindness 
was shown tiv 'em, which they sartinly desarved, 
for they wer tweah as honest harmless mortals as 
lyyer walked the earth, and though ther ^ot wer a 
hard en, they alius seeamed happy and contented, 
and thenked ther Creator for the manifold blessins 
He bestowed on 'em — which blessins seeamed newt 
bud poverty, hunger, an' starvation. It seeams 
strange an' unreasonable 'at folks sud be thenkful 
fer bein' pinched an' punished efter toilin' ommast 
day an' neet, an' Eee monny all about 'em roUin' i 
luxury 'at er thankful fur nowt they hev. It isn't 
much wxmder 'at sum silly foaks should get t' 
no.ashun 'at thers yah Ood fer t' rich an' anuther 
fer t' poor. Weal, let mah remane tit end o' my 
days like oade Dicky an' 'is sun — ^honest an' con- 
tentented if iwer seaJi poor, an' still thenkful ti that 
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greeat Sapreme Bein* 'at rules all things, even 
sparrows. Dioky an' Mioky wer in noah sense hip- 
pocrites, ner Jerry nayther — ^jackass tho' he wer — 
fer it didn't matter tiy 'im whether it wer prince, 
sqnire, or beggar 'at pass'd at lonnin' sard, he meead 
neah distinction, he wad cock his Ings at teean as 
seean as t'nther, an' if ony on em' touched him were 
he cnddent bard it, he gave 'em his reet inder leg 
quick, accompanied biy his peculiar screeam — an' 
it was a screeam — for like t' rest of his trabe, he gat 
mare kicks an' thumps nor corn, Ah can tell yah. 

Dicky an' Micky com in for ther share a teeazing 
frev a lot a mischievous yung fellows it neighbour- 
hood. All soarts a pranks wer plaid wi them. 
Sometarms when they wer sitting quietly ov a neet 
bit t' fireside^ wi ther elbows i ther knees, and ther 
beeads i t' jQ^e pleeace neerly, a cat wad drop down't 
chimlar, set up a yowl an' cut intiv a curner, or off 
through a brokken square it window terrified, and 
t' two poor fellows wad be as freetened as t' cat, and 
jump up an' run tit far sard at house thinkin' at 
Tarry divvil hisself 'ad landed, for they, like t' 
meeast 'at t' fooak it neighbourhood, wer varry 
superstitious i' ther nooashuns. 

Yah neet a lot a' mischevious yung scamps had 
arranged ti hey what they called a lark. They gat 
ther feeaces black'd, and drissed thersells up i' all 
soarts a queer toggery. Tweea on 'em wer cummin' 
tit pleeace a meetin', and they were just passin' a 
cowhouse, when a sarvant lass was cummin' out wi' 
tweea canfuls a' milk. Just as she tonned a 
ooourner she spied these tweea black 'ens. What 
a skelderin' she set up ! She threw t'cans down in her 
fright, spillin all t' milk. wer t' wall she went like 
a bod, and away as fasft as her legs wad carry her, 
an' she niwer stopped till she got intil t' house, 
screamin' all t' tarm like mad. T' misses wer sittin^ 
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damin' stockings. Shew threw 'em down as seean 
as hiwer she saw t' lass, and seeazin' a panful 'a 
watter 'at wer standin' at t' beack dieear, sha threw't 
reet 'it lassies feeaoe, and neearly drowndid her. T' 
misses wer seer t' lass wer either iv a fit or else gon 
mad. ^T' two yonng thistrills were in a fank, fer tibey 
thowt t' lass mad wi' fright, seeaa they went efter 
her tit farmhouse, and when tha' gat there, t' lass 
wer enmmin' round a' bit, and wer telling t' mistress 
what she had seen ; but as seean as sha saw 'em 
cummin* intit' house, she flang up her airms, gay a 
greeat screeam, and fell again t' awd woman on t' top 
at' lang settle. Yan at' chaps said ''it's nobbut 
nz," T'awd woman gat her 'een on 'em, and think- 
iug it was awd Nick 'at was cummin' for t' lass, cause 
she'd ligged lang i' bed it't'mooruin, and hadn't had 
tanti ti say her prayers, she doon on her knees an' 
said: ''Takma, maister, Tak ma, Mr. Nick, for t' 
poor lass is ower yung tigan yit." T' lads began 
ti be flaid 'at they'd freetened beeath t' mistress an' 
sarvant oot i' their wits, and that they'd git hanged 
fort. Howiwer it end — wi' a good deal ov coaxing, 
tbay gat them beeath round, and yan at t' chaps 
<ineead it all reet wit' t' lass bi giwin' her a few 
kissis, and leeavin' a black mark on her feeace. '' Oiv 
ower now, gan away wi' ya, ye nasty gud-fer-nowts, 
Ahll tell oor Bill when he cums yam." When Bill 
heeard teeal he ommast crack'd his sard wi' laffin', 
and said it wer weeal worth t' tweeah canfuls a' 
milk ti hey freetened 'is awd woman, fur he niyyer 
could a' deeant 'issell. 

Efter they'd meead all reet wi' t' oade woman an' 
t' lass, they set off as fast as they cud ti meet t' other 
chaps, an' they fand em' all waitin'; seeah they 
tell'd 'em o' their spree, which was rare fun fer all 
t' lot. 
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T' next job was ti plague poor Dicky and his sod. 
Yan a' t' chaps 'ad a pistil iv iz pooket charg'd wi' . 
powder, an' another had a squirt fill'd wi' watter 
I coloured like blud. They all gat roand t' house, an' 

I leakin' through the winder, they saw Micky t'cleanin' 

poddish pan out for his sapper. Yan at' fellas had 
a turnip an' he threw it through a brokken square 
it' winder, and just missed poor awd Dick's heead. 

''Sees tha fadther," sed Micky, ''That turnip's 
cum through t' solid wall." 

''Nut it," sed t' awd man; "thou can mak ma' 
believe owt ommast, but nut that, Micky, ma lad. 
It's cum throo t' winder. Ah believe it's that young 
scamp a' Jones's, but Ah'll see. 

Up Dicky jumped, and oppen'ddeer, an' jast as 
r- he put his heead pass'd t' deer cheek, a pistol was 

fired off — an' t'other fellah squirted coloured waitter 
intit poor awd man's neck hoal. T' awd man fell 
insard at' t' house, and when Dicky sawt blood, as 
he thowt, he said wi' a deep sigh ; " They've dun 
fer tha this tarm feyther. If they'd nobbut bitten 
me an' all. Ah waddent a' cared si much. Oan tha 
speeak, fadther ? " 

" Aye," said Dicky varry sadly, "Ah izzent geean 
yit, but Ah pretha tak that bullit oot o' my neck fer 
it does hot." 

"When t' poor fellah fell ageean t' deear efter t' 
pistil 'ed geeau off, he gat a spell on't run intiv his 
neck, which he was sartin was a ballit. 

Micky tewk t' cannel and tried ti find t' bnllil;, 
but he cud see nowt but t' blud, seea he clapp'd 
^ cannel doon an' said he wad run fer t' doctor. 

" Na, nivver bodther Dicky, If mi tarm cum's it's 
cum. If Ah mun dee, Ah mnn. The Lord's will 
be deean." 
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Jast at this point in jumped a greeat raff farmer's 
lad caird Sam Merrifield, but he was alias call'd 
<*YallahBallack," beoansehe hed a carrity toppin. 
He axed what wer np, and Micky tell'd him all 'at 
had happened. 

"Why'* sed Tom, "hev ye settled yer worldly 
afiEEurs, Dioky, fer Ah see neeah chanoe o* yer liwur 
tell morning." 

This meead teears cam thick an' fast £ra t' awd 
man's eyes. Olaspin' his hands and shattin' his 
eyes, he said : 

'' Few and evil ez mi days been here below, bat 
AhVe a good hooape at t' tother sard o' t' greeave. 
Ah Tom, Ah believe Providence es sent yah 'it nick 
o' tarm, seeah ya' man sit ya' doon an' write mi 
will." 

Tom gat a pen and ink, a lamp a' tea paper, and 
pat awd Dicky's spectacles on. T' awd fellah sat 
up it chair and begun — 

*^ Ah, Bichard Dale, o' t' oad loan sard, Oastleton, 
Ut t' Oounty o' York, beein' o' sound mamd, wind, 
limb, and ee sect (owt but hewin a bullit i' mi neck 
oal), believin' 'it Lord's Prayer an' t' ten command- 
mense, an' nut expectin' ti ivver see dayleet ageean, 
hereby mak mi last will and testiment. Ah leeave 
ti mi sun Micky all mi personal property — t' awd 
harden leeam, t' sowlin can, an' t' windin' wheel 
amangst rest : Ah further order ail mi just debts ti 
bi paid out o' mi bit o' lowse brass — t' main bulk o' 
which all be fund in an oade coffee-pot without a 
spout, felt up it' thak aboon our Micky's bed an' 
mine. 

" T' first — ^Ah awd Tommy Eidd far awf a leead a' >^^ 

meeale, an' awd John Heatherhead a fowerpenny bit 
^at Ah borrowed on him for t' charity sarmon at t' 
Chetch. Jenny Verity wants t' pay for twelve 
ounces o' yam, an' sha can ayther hev t' brass or 
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t' yarn back, fer Ah've niwer had tarm ti knit it 
yit. Awd Jim Oawvert wants pay fort t' last sheep 
heart he sent, but tell him Ah said afore Ah deed 'at 
itepenoe was plenty fort. An' now Ah mak mi 
deein' declaration an' Ah've meead a faithfal state- 
ment o' my worldly affairs, an' Ah put Tom Merrifield 
an' 'is bmther-i-law ('at wed 'is awdest sister Liza), 
in as mi exeketers." 

All wer as still as a mouse wol Tom read t' will 
ower, an' wen he hed finished t' last wods, t' tears 
began ti rowl doon t' awd mans cheek's, an' he tuke 
od o' Tom's hand an' sed — 

" Aye, Tom, it feels hard ti hey ti leeave t' world 
an' this lad a' mam wi' sike a lahtle bit o' wamin'« 
Ah would hey lik'd ta hey hy'd other tweea or three 
years fer Micky's sake. We'yn been yarra oum- 
fertabble tho' we'ye sometarms been pinched : bud 
still we'ye had nowt ti grummel at, bud theease 
gud-fer-nowt t'chaps 'ats killed mah. But Ah forgive 
'em all, Tom, an' when Ah's geean thou can tell 'em 
seeah." 

Tom teeak up his hat an' bid t' awd fellah farewell, 
an' just as he oppened t' deear two chaps went by 
wi' Jerry. Dicky saw it wer 'im, an, fergittin he 
wer at point o' deeath, he sprang oot 'it t' chair an' 
ran tit door shoutin' '' bring t' wokin stick, Micky, 
bring t' wokin stick, ther runnin' away wit ass!" 

Doon t' lonnin they went — by t' oade steean 
throff — ^wi' Dicky an' Micky behint 'em shoutin' — 
« Jerry, Jerry, dooant leeave us 1 " Yan 'at young 
scamps was astrard a' Jerry, wiy his feeace tit asses 
tail, an' singing at t' top ov his voice. 

Just wen he'd finished singin', doon cam Jerry 'is 
full length, and his rarder flew like a scopperill reet 
ower his heeade. His mates thought he was killed 
dean out. They gat him up and he went limpin' on 
as weeal as he cud ti get out 'it t' road et fadther 
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and son, weeah were cloase at their heels. When 
Dicky and Micky saw it was neea nse ti ran efter 'em 
ony fodther, they tnmed back ti leeak efter Jerry. 
They fand him quietly grazing bit rooad sard as if 
nowt were't matter. Wen they gatnp tiv him Dicky 
Bed " Poor Jerry." Ti which Jerry replied with a 
roat 'at wad hev alarmed onybody but his maister 
an' Micky. 

When they gat yam Micky sed, ''Ah think 
£adther ye'il get better noo ? " 

'' Whyah thon sees, Micky, far all Ah's seeah awd 
and seeah near mi end, Ah cannat bard ti see poor 
Jerry abased, he*s been si lang 'it family. If Ah 
wer teean away Ah beleeve Ah sad get ap owt o' my 
greeave if ony body wer deein' owt at 'im. If Ah 
sad dee before thou — and thoa sad live langer than 
him — thoa man giv him a decent berrying. Mak 
him a greeave doon t' lonning sard, ander t' greeat 
plane tree, asahd Coverdale's cawf garth." 

'' That's his favorite pleeace fayther ; he alias 
ligs ap there, an' hez deean ivver sen Ah knew him.'* 
'*Aye, that's wat Ah mean, an' Ah think his beeans 
all rist there t* best of ony where." 

Dicky, Micky, and Jerry, hev gone t'way ov all 
flesh. T'awd oose i' which they lived and straggled 
hez been palled down, it's foondation teean up, an' 
it's now grown ower wi gess. Nut a vestige is left 
ti mark t' pleeace were it steead. It may be truly 
said o' them an' their habitation, a' t' pleeace 'at 
kent 'em yance, all ken 'hem again neeah mair. 

Thomas Thobpe. 
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T' STEEBS' BELLWUMAN. 

Ah '8 gahin' te tell ya annther teeal about Steers. 
You '11 be beginnin' te think 'at it 's a queer pleeaoe ; 
an* it iz a queer un, Ah '11 uphod it 

About thotty year sahne, or znebby rayther mair, 
a frmd o' mahne (an' yan oy a gud sooart eheea 
wur, bud sheea 's deead now, poor thing I fer 't best 
meaastly gans t' fost,) oali'd Miss Adamson, went 
down te Steers, ti open a Bazaar, wiv sum things 'at 
'ad been left unsold at yan 'at t' Banters had been 
hevin' i' Widby. Sheea went tit preeacher, an' gat 
him ti len' her t' chappil ; an' he wer varry good, 
an' went wiv her ti set it out, an' mak 't leeak as 
weeal as they cud. When they'd gitten t' all riddy, 
they thowt it wad be t' best plan te send t' bell 
round te let fooaks knaw. Seea t' preeacher sent 
fot t' cryer, an* iv a lahtle bit ther wer a knock at t' 
chappil deer, an' Miss Adamson went an' oppend it; 
when, lo an* behold ! ther wer an' owd wumman 
stannin', wiv a bell iv her hand ; an', sez she^ — 

" Ya want summat cryin*, deea n't yah ? " 

Mah frind wer rayther tickled wi* this, fer sheea 
expected te see a man boddy; bud sheea telt her 
sheea did ; an' sheea pol out a paper te giv her ti 
read, an* sheea add that wer what sheea wanted 
callin*. 

''Nay,hunney,**sed t* awd wumman,'* yah needn't 
te gi' mah onny papers ; Ah *8 neea sohollard ; 
bud yah mun let mi^ cum in an hev a leeak roundi 
an' then Ah *s knaw what ti say." 

Seea in sheea went, an' teeak a gud leeak at all t' 
thmgs. 

D 
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*'0h/' sez sheea, ''what Ah see yah hey bairns' 
frooksy an' slips, an' sarks. Ay, an' ther's snm 
lahtle jaok-asses. Ay, an' yah 've some ginger- 
bread. Oh, ay, Ah knaw varry weel what to say 
now. 

Off sheea went ; an' Miss Adamson thowt sheea 
wad like te hear i' what sooart ov a way t' awd 
WHmman wad desorahbe t' Bazaar; seea sheea 
oppend t' deear an' lissen*d te hear what sheea wad 
say. 

T' awd wamman drew hersel' up all her height* 
an' rang her bell lustily, an' then sheea started ti gi' 
month wi' all her might : — 

'^Thie iz ti gH nooatice, *at ther'a a Buazoon tU 
*t Ecmters Chappill ; bairns' frocks^ slips, an' sa/rks, 
jack-asses and gingerbreead, an* all make cm 
manders,*' 

T' preeacher an' mah frind had a reet good laff 
when they heeard her; but they beeath sed, they 
had neea doubt bud t' meeast o' t' Steers fooaks wad 
understand it a vast better ner as if sheea 'd been 
yabble te read 'em t' paper 'at t' preeacher 'ad 
written out fer her. 

From Mas. G. M. Tweddbll's, Rhymes and Sketches, 



AWD AHZIO. 

Yah neet as Ah went yam fra wark, 
A lahtle bit afoore 't wer dark, 
As blahthe and cheerful as a lark 

Ah thowt mesel ; 
An' sat mah doon, te rist a bit. 

At t' top o' t' iU. 
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Fooaks just wer tonnin oot their ky< 
A labile plain awd man com by ; — 
Onm sit yeb doon, good, frind, says I, 

An' rist yer legs ; 
He'd been a bit a' floor ti buy, 

An' twea 'r three eggs. 

Ah fiand him varry good ti stop ; 
His stick he set up as a prop ; 
His hooary heead he lifted up, 

An' thus complain'd 
(Some fragments of a good-like feeaoe 

There still remained.) 

" Yah see," sez he, " mah dear yoang £rind» 
Mah travel's ommost at an end, 
Wi' age mi back begins ti bend, 

* An' white's me hair ; 
0' this wold's griefs, you may depend^ 

Ah've had me share." 



His teeal tho' simple, it was grand, 
An' varry good te understand, 
His stick steead up aboon his hand, 

T' awd fashion'd way ; 
His oooat an' hat wer weather tann'd 

0' duffil gray. 

"Ah think," sez Ah, " 'at Scripter sez, 
Grey hairs is honourable dress. 
If they be fun i reetiousness, 

Be faith obtain'd ; 
An' Ah think bi what yer leeaks express, 

That prahz yev gain'd 
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*' Wr age it izzent good ti joke. 
An' 'tz omiuost ower warm te walk. 
Bit doon, let's hey a bit o' talk 

0* things at 'z past ; 
Awd men like yon hez seeaf beeaili heeard 

An' seen a vasi" 



<' Ah vast Ah hey beeath heeard an' seen, 

An' felt misfotten's arrows keen. 

As yoa remark, whiJil Ah hey been ' 

0' this life's stage ; 
It is a yarry changin' scene, 

Bra youth ti age." 

" Hoo greeat, an' yet hoo feeble's man, 
His life at langest 'z bat a span." 
His histhory he thus began 

Wi' tears te tell ; 
An' if yer ears be owt like mahn, 

'T '11 pleeas ye well. 

" Lang sen Ah lost mi wife," sez hOf 
<< Which was a heayy cross ti me, 
An' then mi sun teeak off tit see, 

A fiE^m yonng man. 
An' Ah ne mare his feeace man see, 

It's ten ti yan." 

«< Ah happened te be off yah day, 
A karnd o' sweethart as they say, 
Oom in an' teek mi lass away, 

An hoozin stuff; 
An noo, poor thing, she'z deead they say, 

A lang way off." 
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''It's noo nahn year, an* gangin ten, 
Sen Ah at 't bark wood joined some men, 
'T was there Ah fell an' leeam'd mysen, 

I' spite o' care ; 
Ah was fooast ti give up there an' theo, 

An' work ni mare." 



" Bat t' neighbours ez been varry good, 
Or else lang sen Ah'd stuck it mud, 
An' seea through them an' t' help o' God, 

Ah gets me bread ; 
Ah wop they'll be rewarded fo't 

When Ah's law laid! '» 



But, seein' all me comforts gone, 
Ah diddent kno' what way te ton. 
Then Ah began ti sigh an' mon 

Beeath neet an' day ; 
Ah bowt a Babble, an' began 

Ti read an* pray. 

*' Bud as Ah red, an* as Ah prayed, 
Ah fhowt it thunnered ower me heeady 
An' offen Ah was sadly flayed 

Wr dismal noises ; 
Bumthahms i' bed Ah Ihowt Ah heeard 

Mysterious voices ! 



y 



" Till a preeacher chanced ti' cum this way, 
Ah've cause ti iwer bless that day 
Eahnd Providence led me that way, 

That man ti hear ; 
Ah, like a sheep, had geean astray 

Fo' monny a yeer. 
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<< He sed 't was lav o' Christ compelled him. 

Bad seean as ivver Ah beheld him, 

Ah thowt as sum kahnd &ind had teld him 

All me hearfc ; 
For iwery wod, like arrows pointedi 

Meead it smart. 



** Ah thowt, till then, 'at Ah was reeght. 
Bud he set me sins all i' me seeght, 
Till Ah at last fell at his feet 

Wi' solid grief; 
Ah thowt Ah sud a deed afoor 

Ah Hand reliel 



" Ah really thowt, if you'll believe mah| j 

At hell was oppen ti receeav mah, 

Some said the Lord wad seean relieve mab, 

He was mi keeper ; 
But all they said did nowt but greeav mah| 

An' cut mah deeper. 

<* Ah dredded the Almighty's froon, 
Ah wandered grettin* up an' doon, 
Nayther i' country or i' toon 

Neea rest Ah fand ; 
Mi sins like stars did me surround, 

Or heeaps o' sand. 



" Then varry seean t' repoort was rais'^ i 

An* all roond t' village it was blais'd, J 

Awd Ahzio he was gannin krais'd, 

An' nowt se seer ; 
Mah cottage then for days an' days 

Neea sowl cam near. 
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** At t* thowghts of ivverlastin' pains, 

An' bein' bun i' endless chains, 

Mi bieead, like ice, ran through me veins, 

Wi' shiverin* dreead ; 
Ah onddent sleeap, an' Ah forgat 

Ti eeat me breead. 



** At last this good man cam ageean, 
Fo' which mi heart was glad an' fain, 
Just like a thosty land for rain. 

Ah sat quite neer 'im ; 
Whaal iwery organ o' mi sowl 

Was bent ti heer 'im 

'* Bud seean as Ah that sarmon heeard, 
A still small yoioe me sperrets cheeardy 
An' Ah, that varry neet, was meead 

A happy man; 
Ti praize the Lord, wi' all mi heart, 

Ah then began. 

" Ah knew He hed mi sins forgeen, 
Whahl Ah had in His prisance been. 
An' that His blood cad mak ma claean. 

An' white as sno ; 
An mak ma fit wi' Him te raign, 

Wahl here belo. 

'' Sin that, i' all me conflicts here. 
Ah flees ti Him wi' faith au' prayer, 
An' He, in massey, lens an ear. 

Through His dear Son ; 
An' this is t' way, wi' hooap an' feear, 

Ah travels on. 
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** Oft, when Ah thus draws near ti Hinii 
He maks me een wi' teers te swim, 
Then fills mi heart quite up ti t' brim 

Wi* t' luv o' God ; 
An' then Ah gits mare faith i' Him, 

Ah hods me hod. 



** Samtahms Ah've had yon beok ti swinif 
An monny a tahm this hill ti dim, 
Wi' heavy heart an' weary lim, 

An' sweaty broo ; 
Bat all 'at Ah can trust Him in, 

He helps ma through. 

" r all the straits o' life," sez he, j 

** Hooiyyer bare mi cnbbit be, 

Wi' broon breead orusts, an' wormwood tea. 

Or eeaven-gall ; 
Whairiyyer Ah finds Christ ti be. 

He sweetens all. 



" Mi neighbours all. Ah dearly loye 'em. 
But oft Ah's fooast fo' ti reproye em, 
Ti seek the Lord Ah tries ti move em, 

Wi' heart sincere; 
Bad t' answers oft 'at Ah gets frey 'em, 

'Z quite severe. 

" Ah'ye oft felt sorry ti misell, 

Beeath griev'd an' shamm'd the truth ti tell, ^ 

When iii hey heeard oor awd kirk bell, 

Bing in ti prayer ; 
Ah's flay'd 'at some el hear't i' hell, 

Upbraid 'em there. 
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" They'll sit or lig upon theii deead. 
An' talk aboot all kahnds o' trade, 
An' langhy an' lee quite nndismay'd. 

Till they've rang in ; 
Bike fooaks tit wold tiiey're ayther wed. 

Or near akin. 



" Sum sez ther priest's a stnmblin'blooki 

He nivver leads em on tit rock, 

Like thooase 'at mends a threed-bare firoek 

Wi' a new piece, 
He oares but labile for his flock, 

If he git t' fleece. 



** Bud oors, he is a Christian bright. 
He preeches Ohrist wi' all his might, 
Fills each believer wi' delight, 

'At gans ti hear him ; 
An' theyfoore of his people's bleead 

The truth el clear him. 



* Ah've heeard him tell em pat an' plain. 
At they mun all be booan ageean, 
Or suffer iwerlastin' pain 

It wolld ti com ; 
But if they'll flee te Christ i' tahm 

For all thar's room. 



I' t' pulpit, or i' conversation, 
He's alius on fo' t' soul's salvation, 
We kahnd reproof or exhortation. 

Or Cooncil sweet ; 
An' those 'at folloz his perswasion 

They'll be reet. 
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«( Thai's sum 'at sez (but tbeyre misteean,) 
When they're babtahzed they're booan ageeaxif 
Just there they miss t' foondation steean, 

An' bild on t' sand ; 
An' they've neea dreead till t'hooze is doon 

Bud it el stand. 



'< Ah's flay'd," sez he << if t' tmth wasknawUy 
There's monny a precious soul owerthrawn 
Fo' that good seed 'at he hez sawn 

Withoot effect ; 
But t' bleeam for iwer is ther awn 

Through sad neglect, 



" Ah've seen young men, an' women too, 
An' men wi' t' hair all off ther broo, 
Afoore t' priest's read his lessons through, 

'Z been fast asleep. 
Whahl others 'at far better knew, 

'Z' been seen ti weep. 

"They'll rock an* riggle like a ship. 
Till some kahnd frind giz 'em a nip, 
Or waoken'd up wi' t' sexton's whip 

Or others coffin ; 
Then, mebby, when they've rubb'd ther een. 

They'll start a laffin. 

" Some'z liVd te three or fower skoor, 
An'z lang tarm here had rewlin poor. 
They've won deep tracks' across o* t' moor, 

Wi' constant gangin' ; 
But still all t' whahl, for this wold's loor, 

Ther hearts was langin'. 
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" Ther sen they've niwer fayly seen, 
They've niwer knawn ther sins forgean, 
Tbo' monny a tahm ther prayers hez been 

As lood as t' dark ; 
For all they've hed twea pair o' eeo, 

They've deed i' t' dark. 

"Thar's some at neeam o' Christian beers, 
An'z had that neeam fo' monny years, 
'At'z buried ower heead an ears, 

I' woldly care ; 
An* oft at t' kirk, we've cause ti fear, 

They market there. 

"Ah was at a sarten hoose yah day, 
When t' awd man tiv hiz son did say, 
If all be weel, tho' mun away 

Te-moan tit kirk, 
An' try ti git our reets next week, 

Te cum te wark. 

" 'Ey, an Tommy he 'z i' sike a tackin. 
That coat al spoil for want o' mackin, 
If t' tayler 'z there, thoo mun be at him 

Ti cum an' all ; 
That's weel contrahved, an' then yah thrang 

El deea for all 

'< 'Thou Qcedent stop ti gan roond t' farm, 
Thou'll ha ti be there i' good tahm. 
Or mebby, if thou dizzent mahnd, 

Thoo'll loss thy chance ! 
There's sumtahms three or fower at him 

All at yance.* 



« 



It was A common custom in Cleveland, 40 or 50 years ago, 
to make engagements of this kind after the Church service. 
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** Then if ye chance it eoorse at week, 
0*t SondayB subject fo' te speeak, 
Ybn'll find awd memory si weeak. 

It's all fogitten ; 
Thus wounded sowls 'at's been hoaf beald^ 

T' awd sarpenVs bitten. 



'* That skull 'ats moolded green an' gray, 
T' awd saxton dug up 't uther day, 
Enaws varry near as mitoh as they 

O't Sunday's sarmon ; 
You mud as weel o' t' subject talk 

T' some awd Jarman. 



'< That poor awd man *s noo deead an' geean, 
It*z hard te say what way he's teean, 
'At use't te stand ageean t' font stean, 

Te tack fooaks watches : 
Whahl cayless lads i' t' singin' pew 

Was Quttin' natches. 



" An' seea fo' twant a cultivation, 
They shufiSe on withoot salvation, 
A vast Ah 'z flayd o' this persuasion, 

Beeath young an' awd ; 
Ti be forgeen they'll knaw ni cation, 

Till deead an' oaud. 



« But they'll finnd out afoor't be tlang, ' 

'At the3r've aU 't tahme been sadly rang, ^ 

Ther wills may then be ower Strang 

Te breeak or bend ; 
An' noo they say they're ower thrang. 

They can't attend. 
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« Then i' summer time they leeare t' awd nest. 
An' dries up i' ther varry best, 
An' gallop off alang wi' t' rest, 

Tit' fair or races ; 
-^A vast gits what they niwer kest. 

At sike like places. 

« There's some gits there wi' wooden legs oui 
An' monny poor awd men wi' wigs on, ^ 
Just sarves t' young fooaks ti run ther rigs oUy 

A f ahn example ; 
Whahl doon i' t' dust ther poor awd lims 

Sumtahms they trample. 

« There's some can nayther sit nor lig, 

Abowt t' election they're si big, 

They say they're Britons rump an' rig, 

Bud weea can trist 'em, 
When, frev a Tooary tiv a Wig, 

A glass el twist 'em 

** There's others rayther shot i' seet, 

Fo' t' seeak o' twea 'r three sovereigns breet, 

Giz in their vooat, an' thinks it reeat, 

Te t' Booaman stranger ; 
Whahl others plaisters up i' t' street, 

< The Ohooh's i' danger I ' 

« An' seea they yan prevent another, 

Wi' sike Uke political bother, 

Tho' t' best of all can't seeav his brother. 

Nor ransom him ; 
That spark 'at's left they thry ti smother 

Wi' strategem« 



^A great many. 
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<« < As fo' thooase Methodys/ they say, 
* They mack se varry mitoh te deea, 
There's some wad deea nowt else bad pray, 

An* read an' preeach. 
Till they git all meead Mettiodys 

Within ther reeach. 



'** Bad there was neean o' this amaze 

r neean of oor foor-elder*s days, 

Tho' ther good deeds an' honest prayers. 

An' pioas readins, 
Hez jbeen, neea doot, as good as theirs, 

Wi' all ther meetins. 



« < Ti see 'em doon o' beeath ther knees, 
At t' kirk, or t' field, or ander t' threes, 
Wi brokken hearts an' teerfal ees, 

Was quite uncommon ; 
An' it they hewent deed i' t' faith, 

Then what's oamm'd on 'em ? 

<< ' Ti preeach 'em all geean doon ti hell. 

It is a dreedfal teeal ti tell, 

An' we man wi' oor kindred dwell, 

Beea we, like them. 
Will on life's ohshan tak wer chance, 

An sink or swim. 



" * They mack sikewark amang t' yoang fooaks, 
They break up all wer jooavil spooarts, 
They thin wer ranks an' storm wer pooarts, 

Wi' strange confasion ; 
There'z nowt bud we mun cry'.t all doon, 

A mere delusion. 
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" ' Bad us 'at seldom hev at ten did, 
They deeant git us se eeasy mendid', 
An awd stiff yack's nut eeasy bendid. 

That's varry true ; 
Bud thooase 'at weean* bend you see, 

Mun breeak i' noo. 



They trifle on £ra year ti year, 
Like watches won oot o' repair, 
Tho' if they wad, it's varry clear, 

They mud be mendid ; 
But they perceeav neea danger neer, 

Till life is ended. 



'< Awd Satan seea pollutes the mahnd, 
They weeant stoop tit means desahnd, 
Till t' hair-spring gits wi't mainspring twah'd. 

An' seea hard coll'd, 
They're fooast away ti git refahn'd, 

I' t' other wolld. 



"He leads some on like moontebanks. 
As stright as if they ran o' planks. 
An' tells em' i' their jooavil pranks, 

He'll nut deceeav 'em ; 
Then oft o' Jordan's stormy banks, 

Ther comfots leeav 'em. 



" He leads som on another way. 
An' whispers tiv 'em neet an day, 
'At they need nayther read nor pray, 

They've dean nowt rang ; 
An' if they hev he'll set it reet, 

Afoore't be lang. 



» 
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« There's others oft been m alarm ; 
Like Felix, when ther hearts was warm 
'Z sed ' Gooa, an' at some other tarm 

Ah'il send for thee ; ' 
When they that tarm, they didn't knaw. 

Mad iwer see. 



«< They rob thersens o' ther awn reet, 
They reeally weeant oome tit' leet 
Lest o' ther sins they git a seet. 

An' snd be seeaved ; 
An' be of all ther pleasures sweet, 

At yance bereeaved. 

''Till deep sank doon i' t' bonnin lake^ 
They then begin ti fear an' quake. 
Where vengeance can neea pity take, 

At ther hez sent 'em, 
An' furious fiends i' horrid shape, 

Mun there torment them. 



« They leeak for some yan ti deliver. 
But there they'll finnd neea cumfot niwer. 
There they mun weep an' wail for iwer, 

Ther harvist's past ; 
Ther summer's ended, refuge fails 'em. 

An' they're lost. 

« Ther dreadful doom an' destiny, 

Let us git all we can ti fiee, i 

By preeachin Christ wher'eer we be, 

r deed an' wod ; 
Till all wer friends ther folly see, 

An' ton ti God. 
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" Ah been i' tVay noo seeayen year,'' 

An' as he spak, a brahny tear 

Ban doon his cheeks, as crystal clear, 

Fra ayther ee ; 
<< Thenk Ged, Ah feel whahl Ah sit here 

It's weel wi me. 



<' Bad t' neet is onmmin on amain, 
An' t' leeaks as if t* was booan te rain, 
Or else mah stooary's nnt hoaf deean, 

'At Ah've ti tell; 
Bud mebby we may meet ageean, 

Till then farewell 1 " 



Tho' he had all theeas sorrows borne, 
Composure in each feature shone, 
Tho' he'd ti walk an' live alone, 

Fra day ti day ; 
Ah wish'd his keeas had been me awn. 

An' com' away. 

Oastillo, 
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A LTEB WAEE PIBGE. 

A belief that the soul after death passed over a place called 
Whixmeymoor, was said, by Aubrey, to have been prevalent 
among the vulgar in Yorkshire ; and that so late as 1624, a 
woman sang at a funeral, the following wild chant, which 
was no doubt the song to which the author alluded. 

This yan neet, this yan neet, 

Ivvery neet and awle, 
Fire and fleet and candle leet 

And Christ reoeeave thi sowle. 



When thoa frev hence diss pass away, 

Ivvery neet and awle, 
Ti Whinneymoor thou oamst at last. 

And Christ reoeeave thi sowie. 



If ivver thon gav either hosen or shoon, 
' Iwery neet and awle, 
Sit tha down and pat 'em on, 
And Christ reoeeave thi sowle. 



Bat if hosen nor sboon thon nivver gav neean, 

Iwery neet and awle, 
The whinnes shall prick tha ti the bare beean 

And Christ receeave thi sowle. 



Era Whinneymoor that thou mayst pass, 

Iwery neet and awle, 
To Brig o' Dread thoa comst at last. 

And Christ receeave thi sowle, 



r 
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Fra Brig o' Dread that thou mayst pass 

Ivvery neet and awle, 
To Purgatory fire thou cnmst at last, 

Aod Christ receeave thi sowle. 



If iwer thou gav either meeat or drink, 

Iwery neet and awie, 
The fire shall nivver mak tha shrink. 

And Christ receeave thi sowle. 



Bnt if meeat or drink thou niwer gar neean, 

Ivvery neet and awle, 
The fire shall bon tha ti the bare beean, 

And Christ receeave thi sowle 

[The above is reprinted from Walbran's Redcar Guide^ with 
such alterations as make it more strictly represent the 
Cleveland dialect. The whole dirge would be more properly 
in its place in a work on folk lore, which might easily be 
compiled from the old world stories current in uiese 
parts.— Bd.] 
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AWD DAISY.— AN ECLOGUE 

QooBGY. — Weel met, good Bobin, saw ye mah 
awd meer ? 
Ah*ye lated her an boor i' t' looanin, here ; 
Bat howsHmmiver, spite of all my care, 
I cannot spy her, nowther heead nor hair. 
Bobin. — Whah, Goorgy, Ah've to tell tha dowly 
news, 
Sike as Ah*s very seer will mak' ye muse — 
Ah just this minnet left yer poor awd tyke 
Deead as a steean i' Johnny Bobson's dyke. 
GooRGT. — Whoor ! what's that, Bobin ? tell us 
ower ageean, 
You're joking, or you've mebbe been mistean. 

BoBiM. — ^Nay, marry, Goorgy, Ah's seer I can't be 
wrang. 
You knaw Ah've kenned awd Daisy now se lang. 
Her breead-rached feeace, and twea white hinder 

legs, 
Preaved it was her, as seer as eggs is eggs. 
Goorgy. — Poor thing Ir-wbat deead then ? had 
she laid there lang ? 
Whor abouts is she ? Bobin, will ye gang ? 

Bobin. — Ah care not, Goorgy, Ah ain't mich te 
deea, i 

A good boor's labour, or may happen twea ; 
But as Ah niwer like ta hing behint. 
When Ah can dea a kamdness tiv a frind, 
An' Ah can help ye, wi my hand or teeam, 



^ 
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Ah'll help ti skin her, or ti bring her heeam. ^ 

GooRGY. — Thenk ye, good Eobin, — Ah can't 
think belike, 
How t' poor awd creeatnr tummled intit dyke. 

floBiN. — ^Ye mahnd she'd fun hersen jast boun te 
dee, 
An seea laid down by t' sard (as 't seeams ti me,) 
An' when she felt the pains o' deeath within. 
She ficked an' struggled, an' seea towpled in. 

GooRGY. — Meeast likely, — but what, was she 
deead outreet, 
When ye furst gat up, when ye gat t' furst seet ? 

Eobin. — ^You'se hear — as Ah wa3 gine down t* 
looan Ah spied 
A score or mair o' crows bi t' gutter side. 
All se thrang, hoppin' in aod hoppin' out, 
Ah wondered what i' t' warld they wor about ; 
Ah leeaks, an' then Ah sees an* awd yode laid, 
Gaspin' an' pantin' tbair, an' ommost deead ; 
An' as they picked its een an' picked ageean. 
It just cud lift its leg and give a greean ; 
But when Ah fand awd Daisy was their prey, 
Ah waved my hat an' shoo'd 'em all away. 
Poor Daisy ! — ^ye mahnd, she's now won fairly out, 
She's laug been quite hard set ti trail about — 
But yonder, Goorgy, loo' ya whair she's laid. 
An' twea 'r three nappies chatl'rin' ower her heead. 

GooRGY. — Aye, marry, this Ah nivver wished ti see. 
She's been se good, se true a frind ti me. 
An' is tha com to this ? mah poor awd meer ! 
Thou's been a trusty sarvant monny a year. 
An' better treeatment thou's desarv'd fra me, 
Than thus neglected, in a dyke ti dee ; 
Monny a daywark we ha* wrought tigither, 
An' bidden monny a blast o' wind an' weather; 
Monny a lang dree mahle, ower moss an' moor, 
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An monny a hill an' deeal we've traveird ower ; 
Bat now, weeas me ! thoull niwer trot ne mair, 
Ti nowther kirk nor market, spooart nor fair ; 
An' now for t* fewter, tho* Ah's owd and leeam. 
Ah mun be foorc'd te walk or stay at heeam; 
Nea mair thou'U bring mah cooals from Blaika brow. 
Or sticks fra t' wood, or turves frae Leeafhowe Cow.* 
Mi poor awd Daisy ! afoor Ah dig thy greeave. 
Thy well-worn shoon Ah will for keepseake seeave ; 
Thy hide, poor lass, Ah'il hev it tann'd wi' care, 
'T will mak a cover ti my awd armchair. 
An' pairt an apron for my wife ti weer, 
When cardin' wooul, or we^hing t' parlour fleer. 
Deep i' t' cawd yearth Ah will thy carcass pleeace, 
'At thy poor beeans may lig an' rest i' peeace ; 
Deep i' t' cawd yearth, at dogs mayn't scrat tha out. 
An' rarve thi flesh, and trail thi beeans about. 
Thou's been si faithful for se lang ti me 
Thou saunut at thy deeath neglected be — 
Seldom a Christian *at yan noo can find, 
Wad be mair trusty, or mair true a frind. 

Bbv. T. Bbowm. 



* In the first edition there was a note to this passage as 
follows : — ** It is difficult to make out what place is meant 
here." Mr. Jno. Bell, of North Ormesby who knows as 
much about Cleveland localities and Cleveland names, as any 
resident in the district, says in reference to the note " Ony 
feeal knaws^where Leeafnowe Cow is. It is a howe hill on 
the moor between Bossdale and Glaisdale."— Ed. 
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GLOSSARY. 



Aback, behind 
Aboon, above 
Addle, earn 
Ah and E, / 
A inn, arm 
Annole, as well 
Asseer, assure 
Asta, hast thou 
Awand, Fll warrant 
Awd or Oad, old 
Awn, own 
Awlus, always 
Ax, ask 

Bairns, children 
Bang, to thrash 
Beeak, bake 
Beeans, bones 
Beeas, ox-stall 
Be hawf, by hjalf 
Bidden, come 
Bonny, pretty 
Booast, boazi 
Boon, going 
Boom, bom 
Brassend, impudent 
Braying, beating 



Breead-ratch*d, broad 

striped 
Broo, brouf 
Cawd or coad, cold 
Cawf, calf 
Chimler, chimney 
Chunter, grumble 
Cleeas, clothes 
Com, came 
Consait, conceit 
Datle man, day labourer 
Deean, done 
Deea, do 
Deeame, dame 
Dee, die 
Deer, door 
Despat, desperate 
Din, noise 
Ding, throw 
Dodtherin, trembling 
Donned, dressed 
Donnot, fool 
Doon, down 
Dowly, dismal 
Dree, dreary 
Dustah, dost thou 



Glossary* 



Dyke, ditch or pond 

Een, eyea 

Eldin,/M^/ ' 

Enanters, /or /rar, in case 

Eneeaf , enough 

Fahve, five 

Fain, glad 

Fairins, presents bought at 

a fair 
Fand, found 
Faut, fault 
YttBXffool 
Feeat, foot 
Fick, struggle 
Flay'd, afraid 
Flight, scold 
Fleer, to laughs floor 
Flung, thrown 
Forrad, forward 
Fooak, people 
¥r&,from 
Freeat, fret 

Frummety, boiled wheat 
Gahin, going 
G«ng, to go 
Gawvison, a fool 
Ge'en, given 
Gess, grass 
Giggle, laugh 
Gleg, glance 
Glore, stare rudely 
Goodfemowt, good for 
npthing 



Gob, mouth 

Gowpin, tiDo handsful 

Heeame, home 

Heeigh, high 

Hod, hold 

Hooiver, howsumivver, and 

hoosivver, however 
Hoo thoo, an* noo thoo, al- 

ternately for and against 
Jiffy, short time 
Keeas, ccue 

Kennigood, remembrance 

Kirk, church 

Knaw, know 

Lahle, Lahtle, UttU 

Lair, barn 

Lated, sought 

Leeatly, lately 

Leeak, look 

Leeaf , loaf 

Lee, scythe 

Leet, light 

Lig, lay 

Lonnin, road 

Looan, lane 

Lowned, Jine^ sunny ^ calm 

LunguB, sour of temper 

Mak, make 

Make and mandersi make 

and variety 
Mah and meh, my 
Mable, mile 
Mannish, maHag0 



Glossaty, 



Mair, more 

Mauky, whimsical 

Mamd, ntind 

Mebby, perhaps 

Meead, made 

Meer, a mare 

Misteean, mistaken 

Mitch, much 

Moorn, morning 

Muck, dirt 

Mndi might 

Neea, no 

Neet, night 

Nanpie, magpie 

Neea makkinsi no matter 

Nell, Helen 

Nivver, never 

Nobbut, only 

Nooations, notions 

Nowther, neither 

Oor, our 

Ower, over 

OwB, ox 

Oxters, armpits 

Preeaved, proved 

Pretha, / pray thee 

Rahve, tear 

Rekken creek, a crook sus* 
pended from a beam in 
chimney to hang pans on 

Reet, right 

Reets, joiners, cartwrights 

Sal, shaU 

Sare, sore 



Sarrad, served 

Scaud, scald 

Scumfished, suffocated 

Seek, sack 

Seea, so 

Seeagling, side- ways 

Seer, sure 

Shoo^dy frightened away 

by shouting 
Sike, such 
Skeeal, school 
Soondly, soundly 
Steyk t' door, shut the door 
Taistrill, villain 
Ther, their 
Thowght, thought 
Tike, an old horse or mare, a 

wide-awake Yorkshireman 
Towple, tumbled 
Tweea, two 
Weeam, stomach 
Weeant, will not 
Weshin, washing 
Whooap, hope 
Winder, /fl» or winnow 
Wooul, v)ool 
Yack, oak 
Yai, whole, ale 
Yam, home 
Yan, one 
Yat, hoty gate 
Yatton, Ay ton 
Yode, an old hdrse 
Yott*8e, you shall 
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